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The Life Oj 


JBus Ter tins, Scena Trima, 


Enter Queene And her Women as at worke. 

Queen. Take thy Lute wench. 

My Soule growes fad with troubles. 

Sing, and difperfc ’em if thou canft: leaue working: 

Song. 

O Rphetu with his Lute made Trees , 

And the Mountains tops that freeze, 

Tow rbemfelueswhenhedidfeng. 

To his Mnfiche, Plants and Flowers 
< Euer fprung ; as Sunne and Showers, 

There had made a lafting Spring. 

Euery thing that heard him play , 

Euen the Billowes of the Sea, 

Hung their headsthen lay by. 

In fiveet Muficke is fitch Art, 

Killing care, &griefe of heart. 

Fad ajleepe , or hearing dye. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Osteen. How now ? 

Gent. And’t plcafe yourGrace,the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the prcfcnce. 

Queen. Would they fpeake with me ? 

Gent. They wil’d me fay fo M adam. 

Queen. Pray their Graces 
To come neere.* what can be their bufines 
With me, a poore weake woman,faine from fauour ? 

I doe not like their comming; now I thinke on’r, 

They fhould bee good men, their affaires as righteous« 
ButaIlHoods,makenot Monkes. 

Enter the two Cardinalls , Wolfey <Q Campian. 

Wolf, peace to your Higbneffe. 

Queen. Your Graces find roc heere part ofa Houfwifc, 
(I would be all) againft the worft may happen: 

What are your pleafures with me,reucrcnt Lords ? 

Wol. May it pleafe you Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your priuatc Chamber; we (hall giue you 
The full Caufc of our comming. 

Queen. Speake it heere. 

There’s nothing I haue done yet o’ my Confidence 
Deferues a Corner: would all other Women 
Could fpeake this with as free a Soule as I doe. 

My Lords,I care not (fo much I amhappy 

Aboue a number) if my actions 

Were tri’de by cu’ry tongue,eu’ry eye faw ’em, 

Enny and bafe opinion let againft ’em, 

I know my life lo euen. If your bufines 
Sceke me out, and that way I am Wife in; 

Out with it boldly: Truth loues open dealing. 

(ford. Taut a eft erga te mentis integritas Regina ferenijftma. 
Queen. O good my Lord.no Latin; 

I am not fuch a Truant (nice my comming. 

As not to know the Language I haue liu’d in : (ous : 

A Grange Tongue makes my caufc more ftrange/ufpiti- 
Pray fpeake in Englifh ; heere are fome will thanke you, 
if you fpeake truth, for their poore Miftris fake; 

Beleeue me fhe ha’s had much wrong. Lord Cardinally 
The wiliing’ft finne I euer yet committed, 

May beabfolu’din Englifh. 

Card. Noble Lady, 



l 


lam forry my inte grity fhoul br«^ 

(And fcruice to his Maiefty and you) 

So d ecpc fufpition, where all faith was mean .. 

Wccomenotby theway ofAccufation ’ 

To taint that honour euery good TonguVblcfr 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow; 1 es > 

You haue coo much good Lady : Buu oIt 
How you Hand minded in the waijzhtv diff 
Betwecne the King and you.and to deliuer 
(Like free and honeft men) our iuft opinions 
And comforts to our caufe. 

Camp ♦ Mod honour'd Madam, 

My Lord ofYorke, outofhisNoblenature 
Zeale and obedience he Hill bore your Grace 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenfure 
Both of his truth and him (which was too f arit s 
Offers, as I doe,in a figne of peace. 

His Seruice, and his Counfcll, 

Queen. To betray me. 

My Lords, I thanke you both for your good wills 
Yc fpeake like honeft men, (pray God ye prouefol 
But how to make ye fodainlyan Anfwere * 

In fuch a poynt of weight, fo r.eere mine Honour 
(More neere my Life 1 feare) with my weake wif* 

And to fuch men of grauity and learning; ’ 

In truth I know not. I was let at worke, 

Among my’Maids,full little (God knowes)! 0 ol(ina 
Either for fuch men, or luch bufinefle; 

For her fake that I haue bcene, for I feele 
The laft fit of my Greatneffe; good your Graces 
Let me haue time and Counccll for my Caufe: 

Alas, I am a Woman frendlcfie, hopelefl'c. 

Wot. Madam, 

You wrong the Kings loue with thefe feares. 

Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Queen. In England, 

But little for my profit can you thinke Lords, 

That any Englifh man dare giue me Counccll? 

Or be a knowne friend 'gain!! his Highnespleafure, 
(Though he be growne fo defperate to be honed) 

And hue a Subiecf ? Nay forfooth, my Friends, 

They that mu ft weigh out my affliidtionj, 

They that my truftmuft grow to, hue not heere, 

Tin y a. c (as all my oilier comforts) far hence 
In n ine owne Countrey Lords. 

Camp. I would your Grace 
Would leaue your grcetcs.and take my Counfeli, 
Queen. How Sir? 

Camp Puc your maine caufe into the Kings proteflion, 
Hee’s louing and moll gracious. ’ Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better,and your Caufe: 

For if the tryal! of the law o’retake ye, 

You’l part away dilgrac’d. 

Woi. He tels you rightly. 

Queen. Ye tell me what ye wifli for both,my mint: ! 
Is this your Chriftian Counccll? Outyponye. 
Heauen is abouc all yet; there fits a Judge 
That no King can corrupt. 

Camp. Your rage miftakes vs. 

Queen. The more fhame for yejholy men I thoughtye, 
Vpon my Soule two reuerend Cardinal! Venues: 

But Cardinall Sins,and hollow hearts I feare ye: 

Mend ’em for (hame my Lords: Is this your comfort 
The Cordiall that ye bring a wretched Lady ? 

A woman loft among yc, laugh't at, fcornd ? 

I will not wi(h ye haife my miferies, , 
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- “irrchlritv. But fay I warn’d ye; 

Jkfheed, forheauens fake take heed, leaft at - 
It burthen ofmy forrowes, fall vpon ye. 

1 Car. Madam, this is a mcere diftradtion, 
v ,i tunic the good we offer, into enuy. 

^ 6)u ( e Ye curnc me into nothing- Woe vpon ye, 
dah fuch falfe ProfefTors. Wouldyou haue me 
Jlfyou haue any lufticc,any Pitty, J 
Xtf, be any thing but Churchmens habits) 
n t mV fickc cautc ‘ ,no *’’ s bands, that hates me. 

Alas ha’s banifh’dtnc Kts Bed already. 

His Loue, coo long ago. I am old my Lords, 

A ul all the Fellow fhip I hold now with him 
f' C 1 y my Obedience. What can happen 
To me, aboue this wretchednefle ? All your Studies 
J4ake me a Curfc.Uke this. 

Camp. Your feare* are worfe. 
n» Haue I liu’d thus long (let me ipeake my lelte, 
$inceV r ertuc findes no friends)a Wife.a true one? 

A Woman (I dare fay without Vainglory) 

Ncuer yet branded with Sufpition? 

Haue I, with all my full Affc&ions 

Still met the King ? Loud him next Heau’n?Obey’d him? 
B in (out offondneffe) fuperftitious to him ? 

Almoft forgot my Prayrcs to content him ? 

And am I thus rewarded ? ’Tis nor well Lords, 

Brine me a conftatu woman to her Husband, 

One that ne’re dream’d a Ioy, beyond his pleafure; 

And to that Woman (when fhc has done moll) 

Ycr will I adde an Honor; a great Patience, 

Car. Madaro,you wander from the good 
\Ve ayme at. 

Qts. My Lord, 

I date not make my felfe fo guiltie. 

To giue vp willingly that Noble Title 
Your Mailer wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e’rc diuorce my Dignities. 

Car. Prayhearcme. 

0*. Would I had neuer trod this Englifh Earth, 

Or felt the Flatteries that grow vpon jt: 

Ye haue Angels Faces; but Heaiien knowes your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched Lady ? 

I am the mod vnhappy Woman liuing. 

Alas (poore Wenches)whereare now your Fortunes ? 
Shipwrack’d vpon a Kingdomc, where no Pitty, 

No Friends, no Hope,no Kindred weepe for me ? 

Almoft no Graue allow’d me ? Like the Lilly 
That once was Miftris of the Field.and flounih'd, 
lie hang my head, and perifh. 
far. If your Grace 

Could but be brought to know.our Ends are honeft, 
Youl’d feele more comfort. Why (hold wtf good Lady) 
Vpon what caufc wrong you ? Alas.our Places, 

The way of our Profeffion is againft it; 

We are to Cure fudi forrowes, net to fowe ’em. 

For Goodneffe fake, confider what you do. 

How you may hurt your felfe: I, vtterly 

Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 

The hearts of Princes kifie Obedience, 

So much they loue it. But to flubborne Spirits, 

They fwell and grow, as terrible as ftormes. 

I know you haue a Gentle, Noble temper, 

ASoule as euen as aCalme; Pray th’tnkc vs, 

Thofe we profeffe, Peace-makers ,Fii£nds, and Seruants. 

Camp. Madam.you’lfindeitfo: '’ 3 ' 

You wrong your Vcrtucs 


With thefe weake Womens feares. A Noble Spirir 

As yours was, put into you, euer cafis 

Such doubts as falfe Coinc from it. The King loucs you. 

Beware you loofe it not :Forvs(ifyou plcafe 
To truft vs in your bufineflc)wc arc ready 
To vfe our vtmott Studies,in your fcruicc. 

On. Do whac yc will,my Lords: 

And pray forgiueme; 

J f I haue vs'd my felfe vnmanneily. 

You know I am a Wonsan, lacking wit 
To make a leemcly anlwer to fuch perfons. 

Pray do my feruice to his Maieftie, 

He ha’s my heart yet, and (ball haue my Prayers 
While I (hall haue my life. Come reuerend Fathers, 
Beftow your Councels on me. She now begges 
That little thought when (he fet footing heere. 

She fhould haue bought her Dignities fo dccre. Exeunt 


Scena Secunda . 


Enter the Duke ofKTorfolke, Duke ofSuffolke , Lord Surrey , 
and Lord Chamberlaine. 

Norf. If you will now vnite in your Complaints, 

And force them with a Conftancy,the Cardinall 
Cannot (land vndcr them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promife. 

But that you (hall fuftainc moc new dilgraces. 

With thefe you beare alteadic. 

Sur. I am ioyfull 

To mcete the leaft occafion, that may giue me 
Remembrance ofmjr Father-in-Law,thc Duke, 

To be reueng’d on him. 

Suf. Which of the Peeres 
Haue vneontemn’d gone by him, or atlcaft 
Strangely negledf ed? When did he regard 
The ftampe of Noblencffc in any perion 
Outofhimfelfc? 

Cham . My Lords,you fpeake your pleafure*: 

What he deferues of you and roe, I know: 

Whac we can do to him (though now the time 
G lues way to vs) I much feare. I f you cannot 
Barrc his accede to’th'King, neuer attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a Witchcraft 
Ouer the King in’s Tongue. 

Nor. O feare him not. 

His fpell in that is out: the King hath found 
Matter againft him, that for euer marres 
T he Hony of his Language. No, he** fetled 
(Not to come off) in his difplcafure. 

Sur. Sir, 

I fhould be glad to beare fuch Newel as this 
Onde euery houre. 

Ner. Beleeue it,this is true. 

In the Diuorce, his contraric proceedings 
Are all vnfoldcd: wherein he appearcs, 

As I would wi(h mine Enemy. 

Sur. How came 
His praftifes to light ? 

Suf. Moft ftrangely. 

Sur. O how? how t 

Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope mifearried, 

And 
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